"the Hi/lory of 

witcht with the rogues company* If the rafcal haue not gjuejj 
dec medicines to make me loue himjic be ba igat it could qqc 
be elfe.I haue drunke medicines j < Poinei i Hall j y plague onyoa 
both. BardoB, Teto , He ftarueerc Ilerobafoot further : and 
'twere nor as good a deed as drinke, to tutne true mm, and to 
Itaue thefe Rogues, Iain the verieftVarlet that tuei chewed 
with a toothseight yardes of vneuen ground, is three (core and 
ten miles afoot with me :and the ftony* hearted Villaines 
know it well enough, a plague vpon it, when theeues cannot be 
true one to another. 7 trey *biflle. 

Whew, a plague vpon you ali,giue mee my Hcr/e,you rogues, 
Giuemeemy Horle,and bee hangd. , . 

Pri#.Peace ye fat guts, lie downplay thine earc cloie to the 
ground, and lift if thou can hearethe tread of Trauellesf • 

Palf. Haue you any leauerstolift me vp again being down? 
Zbloud,ile not beare mine owne flefti fo far afoot agaiue /brail 
the Coyne in thy Fathers Exchtqucrtwhat a plague mean ye 
tocoltmeethus? 

Pr«*r*.Tls6u lieft,thou art not colted, thou art vncolted • 

T* Fdf. I prethee good Prince Hdl , helpc mce to my horfe, 
Good Kings foone . 

P rinee. Gut you Rogue, fliall I bee your Ollier ? 

Waif. Go hang thy felfe in thine owne Hcireapparant Garters! 
if I be tane,Ile peach for this*, and I hauenot Ballads madeoa 
all, and fiing to filthy tunes , let a cup of S'acke be my poy (on : 
when ieft is fo forward, and afoot too, I hat e it. 

Writer Gads- Hill. 

Gad. Stand. Pal. S® I doe again ft my will. 

p,*#.0 tisour fetter,! know his voice; SWo/, w.hat newes? 

‘Bar. Cafe yee,cafe ey;on with your ViMidsither’s mony or 
the Kings, commingdowne the Hill , tis going to the Kings 
Exchequer. 

Fdf. You lie, you rogue,tis going to the Kings Tauerne. 

Ga ^There’s enough to make vs all. 

Falf. To bee hanged. 

P«#f*.You fourc (hall front them in the narrow Lane • 

TtfedVoiaes and l will walkelowcrjif they fcape from your 
encounter, then they light on vs. 



Henry the Fourth . 

Veto. But how many be they of them ? 

Gad. Some eight or ten. 

Fdf. Zounds, will they not rob vs ? 

Prince. Whar,acoward,Sir Iohn Vawnch ? 

Fdf. Indeed I am not lohn of Gant our Granfather, but yet 
no coward. Hall. 

Prince. Well, weele leaiie that to the proofe. 

Pajr.Sirra lackj . by horfe (lands behind the hedge,when thou 
needed him, there thou (hair find him, farewell, and Hand fad. 

Fa/f.How cannot I (hike him if I fhould be hang’d. 

Prince. A7W, where are our difguifes ? 

V«y. Heerc hard by:ftand ciofc. 

Fdf. Now,my mailers, happy man bee his dole, fty,cucry 
man to his bufine/fe. 

Enter the Travellers. 

T ra. Come ,ncyghbor, the boy /hall lead our hor/esdown® 
the hill, weele walke afoote a while, and eafe our kgs. 

Tbecuej.Stay, Tra.Iefus ble/Tevs. 

Fdf. Strike, do wne with them, cut the villaines throates : a 
horclon caterpilJcrs IBacon fedknaucs, they hateivs,youtb 3 
downe with them,fleece them. 

Tra. O, we arc vndone, both We and ours for eucr. 

Fdf . Hang ye gorbellied kaaucs, are ye vndone? no, ye fat 
chuffes.I would yout ftore were hcere son Bacons, on, what ye 
knaues? yong men mull liue,you are grand Iuror$,arcye? week 
iurcyou, yfayth. 

Heere they rob them and binds them. Enter 
the Prince , and Poynes. 

Prince. The theeues haue bonnd the true men : now.ceald 
thou and I rob the theeues, and go merrily to Londoner would 
g r a c r e^nt fora weeke, laughter for amonth,and a gooditft 

Voy. Stand clofe. I hcare them comming. 

Enter the t keener againe, 

cav * vs fl«re, 3 nd then to horfe before 

thJr« no - Pn ^ e 3nd Poynes bec n0E wo arrant, cowards, 

than ina wUd 00 ®° rc Vfllour in tbat P°ynes 9 

prince. 



